LIFE   OF   LORD   HEDESDALE
invitations to the dinners, dances, courts and other enter-
tainments given at the Castle was the crowning amhition
of their lives, for which they plotted, schemed and franti-
cally struggled. There were many beautiful houses in
Dublin, inhabited for the most part by wealthy merchants
and the higher Government officials or owned by the
Irish nobility, who occasionally stayed in them: the suburbs,
also, contained fine places in well-wooded grounds, within
an easy drive of the city, where hard-worked men could
get the peace and fresh air impossible to enjoy in smelly
Dublin. They entertained each other with great dignity
and hospitality, but their circle was circumscribed and
they were not anxious to extend it.
The upper classes, who passed dreary days in their
remote country houses, flocked into the capital for the
winter season and lived there far beyond their means. If
hostesses could beguile the officers and castle officials to
their parties in stuffy little houses, where the guests danced
on dusty, moth-eaten carpets, boundless were their joy
and gratitude. As no Irish servant would dream of
demeaning herself by cleaning the steps of the houses,
dirt and decay were everywhere. Local newspapers were
always calling attention to the disgraceful condition of
the town. "Dublin's filthy, tattered appearance renders
her unfit to be seen/' was a criticism which appeared in
the Dublin Evening Post during Lord Redesdale's tenure of
office. English ladies were driven to despair in their efforts
to keep the peace between the trim, competent maids
they imported from their own land and the ragged slatterns
who did duty for servants in Dublin. One haughty
English cook was heard to observe that she had often
wondered what the London charwomen did with their
cast-off clothes; "Now I know" she concluded darkly.
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